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Just a Bad Night 


Author's Notes: 
| don't own these people or the band. I'm not making money off of this. Also, this story has violence. So reader 


beware. 


| could tell he was still in the room, even if | hadn't heard a sound for the past..well, however long I'd been 
stuck here. Something about the way the air stood still, the way the only sound was me breathing. just knew 
he was sitting here, watching me. He was probably waiting for me to get really fucking uncomfortable before 
he got on with it. Well, if that were the case, he didn't need to wait any longer. My arms had been cramping 
for awhile now, and | was fighting the urge to squirm around, mostly because | knew that's what he was truly 
waiting for, and some part of me, my pride and apprehension, was never going to be ready to, as | said, ‘get on 


with it! 
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It had been a bad fucking day for me right from the beginning. | woke up with a really bad hangover, one of 
the ones where you know the only way to deal with it is to just get drunk again. That's what | would normally 
do, except this morning Janne had decided | didn't need to drink so early in the morning. Of course | had been 


pissed! Who would not be? Fucker telling me what to do all the time, or rather what not to do. Anyway, back 
to my hangover. Something like that can just make a whole day suck on its own, but we also had to do an 
interview. It was my and Janne's turn, so with a pounding headache, | was faced with some dumb interviewer 


droning on about the same old shit that everyone asked. How's the new album? Is it heavier? 


The bright lights from the camera were like knives in my eye sockets. | had my hood as far forward as it 
would go, but still | had trouble keeping my eyes open Janne sat closest to the woman doing the questioning, 
and | made sure | was on the far end of the admittedly small couch, slumped against the arm, focusing on not 
falling asleep much more than whatever she was talking about. Janne and the woman looked over at me 


sporadically, the former with annoyance, the latter with curiosity. 

When she finally tried to force me into answering something about the names of the songs on the album, | 
started mumbling explanations, wishing I'd been listening just a little bit closer to the rest of the interview. My 
eyes met Janne's, which were undeniably furious. | knew | was fucked, 

"When we get home, believe me, there WON'T be any fucking explaining to do." He hissed at me in Finnish, 
cutting me off from my babbling. He turned back to the woman, smiling and carrying on. |, knowing how much 


he wanted to just drag me out of here by my hair right now, just shrank further into my self-made cave. 


When we made it out of the interview, | turned around to look at Janne, who was following behind me. | wanted 


to gauge how long it would take before he would forget about this and | could stop walking on eggshells. 


"Just keep walking." He said in an even voice while simultaneously sneering, a pretty damn scary effect. | 


whipped back around and walked. Something told me then that he wouldn't be forgetting. And neither would |. 
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| wasn't going to last much longer like this. My shoulders were throbbing from the position | was in, laying on 


my back on the bed, wrists stretched up and tied to the headboard. Perkele. 

A soft chuckle came from across the room. Shit, had | said that aloud? 

| heard him moving, finally. Of course, my relief was short lived, because who the fuck knew what he was 
going to do to me now. | could only hope he'd have enough mercy to untie my hands. | would really appreciate 


being able to play guitar tomorrow.. 


"Alexi, Alexi.." He clicked his tongue for effect. | cursed him for blindfolding me. | couldn't even look into his 
eyes to estimate how much trouble | was in. "I really do not like the way you behaved today." 


Great. Formal. Candid. Safe as it may seem, this was not a good sign 


"Would you agree?" The bed depressed on my right side, signaling that Janne had sat down next to me. He 
didn't touch me yet, so | exhaled the breath | hadn't noticed l'd been holding. 


"Alexi. When | ask a question, you answer. Or were you not paying attention?" He jabbed sharply. | immediately 


opened my mouth. 


"Yes." Best to agree, always best to agree. Not that I'd ever really tried fighting. It was bad enough not being 
able to sit down for a few days. | didn't want to think about how much worse it could get. 


"Yes what." He corrected. Damn him. 


"Yes sir." | practically spat back Mistake. My head whipped to the side, a stinging heat blossoming on my right 


cheekbone. | moved my jaw around, unable to rub the spot with my hand. 
"Try again" He said in that same even voice as before. Flat. 
"Yes. Sir." | just had to get this over with. 


"Good boy." His fingers grazed my cheek, touching tenderly, They moved upward toward my hands. | relaxed 
when he began untying me. His fingers circled my chafed wrists, rubbing blood flow back into them and letting 


me roll my shoulders. | wanted him to kiss me so badly. | wanted to see also. He didn't grant me either wish. 
‘lm taking off your shirt" He pulled from the hem, his cool knuckles tracing all the way up to my chest. The 
cool air of the room wasn't much compared to the chilly atmosphere emanating from Janne himself. One of his 
big hands splayed over my ribcage, his rough thumb brushing over my nipple roughly. | gasped, but the touch 
was gone as suddenly as it had appeared. 

"And your pants." He added. My belt was being undone. In seconds | was laying on my back totally naked, 
probably shaking a little bit in some perverted anticipation. Fear kept me from getting hard, so at least | wasn't 
embarrassed from that standpoint. Yet. 


"So while we wait, tell me, why the fuck did you think it you would get away with that shit in the interview?" 


The way he said it was almost conversational. And what were we waiting on? 


"| don't know..| was really fucking hungover..| still am, actually." | answered, being sure to use a gentler tone 
than before. | didn't have any desire for another slap to the face. 


"And who's fault is that?" He was just standing at the foot of the bed, looking down disapprovingly. 
"Mine." | said begrudgingly. 


‘Ive told you not to get that drunk so many nights in a row, Allu" He used his pet name for me. He always did 


this out of affection or whenever he was going to punish me. | could guess which it was tonight. 


And just like that my head snapped to the right. This time my left cheek smarted. Fuck that hurt. Now my 


hands were free, | reached up to cup my jaw. 
"Fuck, Janne!" | whined. 


"Language, Allu! And address me the proper way when we are in this room." He growled into my ear, pinning 


my wrists to my sides. | yanked half-heartedly, but his grip was strong as ever. 


"Sorry, Master Janne." | choked, combating the tears pooling in my eyes beneath the black velvet. It was just 
from getting hit, | told myself. Still fucking humiliating. He could probably hear them in my voice. 


Janne crashed his lips to mine hungrily, pressing hard before sucking my bottom lip in between his teeth. It 
was aggressive but loving, and | relished it while it lasted. He slipped his tongue into my mouth, deepening the 
kiss. His hands moved from my wrists to mingle with my hair. He trailed his fingers down my neck to my 
collarbone where they kept me pressed firmly against the bed, not that | would think of moving now of all 


times. 


| heard the door open. Okay, maybe | would think of moving after all. panicked to cover myself, but Janne kept 
me pressed against the bed, no longer kissing me. Who was there? | was fucking naked! 


Janne firmly pushed me into the mattress before, for all intents and purposes, disappearing. | knew he didn't 
want me to move. Very soon after, a warm body replaced him. My first instinct was that Janne had come 
back, but the weight distribution was wrong. This body was definitely taller and more muscled. As his lips met 
mine | knew of course who it had to be. The kiss was slightly softer. | could feel him smiling into it, licking 
gently my top lip. It had been awhile since Janne had invited him, and Henkka never sought me out on his own. | 


supposed it had something to do with whatever deal they had struck. 


Cool hands moved to the back of my head and worked on the blindfold. | held in my sigh of relief. In seconds | 
was looking straight into the light blue irises of my bassist. 


"Henkka...2" He was still smiling down at me. He leaned in and pecked my cheek briefly. Janne interrupted. 
"Master Henkka" He looked at me pointedly. 


"What has the litte wild child gone and done now?" Henkka asked without breaking eye contact with me. | 


glanced downward, but | could still feel his eyes burning into me. 


"Well, where does it begin? He's been practically black out drunk for many nights in a row. And today he 


completely fucked up an entire interview. | am pretty sure he actually fell asleep. He was that hungover." 
"Oh, | see." 


"Alexi, sit up and face the headboard." Janne directed me. Henkka got off of me so that | could comply. 


| could hear them behind me, rustling clothing, whispers that | couldn't make out. | knew they were probably 
kissing and touching, and | tried to ignore the jealousy pooling in my stomach. It wasn't aimed specifically at one 
or the other of them. More like jealous that | wasn't invited. Or jealous that | couldn't even watch from this 


spot. Damn Janne. He always knew how to frustrate me. 


The next thing | knew someone tapped on my shoulder. | looked over and saw Janne back on the edge of the 
bed. He gestured for me to come to him. This was the last thing | wanted to do. This was like asking a mouse 
that has already been in the trap to go willingly. Where was Henkka? 


| got my answer in the form of two hands around my waist from the opposite side. | jumped in surprise, giving 
Henkka the opportunity to shove me closer to Janne, who was still just sitting there looking at me expectantly, 
knowing | was coming one way or another. Henkka's hand kept pushing into the small of my back, encouraging 
me forward. | wanted to whimper, but | wasn't going to give either of them the fucking satisfaction. 


"Come on, Alexi." Henkka muttered, grabbing me again and, despite my resistance, managing to get me close 
enough that Janne could grab my wrist and yank me unceremoniously into his lap. He fisted a hand in my hair 


and brought my face to his, kissing me harshly. Then he maneuvered me so that | was laying over his knees. 


| started to roll over. Even ending up on the floor was better than here. A strong keyboardist caught me 
before | could move far enough away. He turned me back over into position, leaning his forearm on my lower 
back so that | could not try again. | couldn't help it: a scared noise emerged from my throat before | could 


shut my mouth. 


"There you go, baby." Janne murmured. Humiliated, | pressed my face into the quilt, trying to shut out the shit 


going on around me. 


My hair was being stroked. | chanced a glance to see Henkka running his fingers across my scalp calmly. He 


tucked some errant strands behind my ear, letting his hand linger. 


| heard it before | felt it. The crack of something hitting flesh sounded through the room. Then the sting. | 
craned my head around. Janne had my belt in his hand. | watched as he raised his hand to deliver the next 
blow. Even though | knew it was coming, | yelped at the impact. It hurt worse than just his hand. Much worse. 


Henkka placed a finger on my chin, turning my head back to face him. He smiled sweetly at me and leaned in, 


tenderly brushing my lips with his own. He swirled his tongue around mine, stroking my temple with his thumb. 
Crack. 


| gasped, pulling backwards involuntarily. He immediately pulled me back in, restarting the rhythm we'd had 
before. It happened a few more times. Every time | started to lose myself | was brought back to earth by the 
sharp bite of my own belt whipping me. The pain was growing. It had only been a few minutes, and | had no idea 


how long Janne planned on going. | didn't know how long | could keep going. 


Crack. 


This time | cried out. Janne hit me again | was getting really fucking close to an edge | didn't want to cross 


tonight--or ever. 
Crack. 


My throat felt tight and my eyes were tingling. Henkka kept stroking my hair, comforting me. He nuzzled 


against my neck, sweeping my now-damp hair off of the back. So rice.. 

Crack. 

No doubt now there were tears on my face. Perkele! What fucking grown man cries? Even knowing Janne would 
never stop until | did, | hated it. | hated him. | hated myself, everything! Fuck, it fucking hurt. Make it stop. Fuck 
that interview! | could barely feel Henkka's soothing hands anymore. 


Crack. Crack. Crack. 


| was audibly crying now. | could hear my sobs and squeals as if they were coming from someone else in the 


room. 


"Janne--fuck!--Master Janne please stop. Please, | can't." | was begging without having time to think about It. 


Janne didn't act as if he heard me. He swatted me at unpredictable intervals. 
| was practically screaming. My throat hurt from crying. My ass felt like it was on fire. | struggled again, 
trying to get out of his lap. Rolling sideways was no use, Janne's arm was there. | tried to wiggle forward, and | 


felt a break in his grip. But Henkka was there to grab my shoulders and push me back into place. | yelled in 


frustration 
Crack. 


"Please, please?" | pleaded in broken words with Henkka, who just ignored me and kissed my ear. "You've got to... 
he's gonna kill me." | doubted he could even tell what | was saying at this point. 


Crack. 

"Lay him back on the bed" | heard Janne's voice disembodied. | was being moved. 

| blinked hard. Over. It must be over. 

"Allu?" Someone said. Warmth. Someone warm must be on top of me. Janne. | could smell him. 


"Allu" He said again, kissing me. | didn't have enough energy to respond. He ran a hand between our bodies, 


tweaking a nipple. | arched into that. He palmed my crotch, never moving his mouth. | felt blood moving south in 
my body. | needed him to love me. | needed some sort of release. Janne smirked when | started stiffening in his 


hand. 
"Come on, up." He urged me onto my hands and knees. "Why don't you start thanking Henkka for being so nice." 


| was confused, until | saw Henkka laying down and waiting for me. | lowered my head and licked the tip of his 
cock, wrapping my lips around the head and moving minutely back and forth on his length. From behind | felt 
something cool hit my sensitive skin. Janne was gently rubbing my ass, getting closer and closer to my hole. 
When he inevitably slipped two fingers in at once, | tensed in protest. Henkka put a hand on the back of my 


head, telling me silently to keep going. All too soon something larger was pressing at my entrance. 


As Janne slowly started fucking me, he teased my member relentlessly, stroking it one moment and abandoning 


the next. | realized he didn't want me to cum with them, and honestly, at this point | was too resigned to care. 


Henkka was thrusting into my mouth with increasing intensity. | swallowed as much of him as | could, gagging 
on the rest. Then, with one final movement, Henkka went rigid and moaned my name, filling my mouth. | 


swallowed. Janne wasn't far behind. 


Henkka stood up and gathered his clothes after that, leaving without a word, leaving me to wonder how he 


even knew to come in the first place. 


It was just me and Janne on the bed. | was still waiting for him to either tell me to go to sleep or to allow me 


to find my own release. | was going to have to sleep on my stomach tonight. Hell, probably for the next week. 


It still hurt. And it hurt my pride. But didn't it always? 

"Lay down" Fine. Straight to sleep. 

| squeezed my eyes shut, on the verge of tears again. | knew he loved me. Just as much as | loved him, but 
that didn't make it hurt less. Belonging to him. It could be the greatest pleasure in the world or the most 
painful. 

Hands on my hips shocked my eyes open. Janne encompassed my length with his mouth, making me moan, this 
time in pleasure. He was good, and this was a rare treat. My eyes were rolling backwards at the sensation of 
his tongue dancing over my cock. 

He took his mouth away for a second, looking up at me with a smirk. 

‘Come for me, Allu" He said so quietly that | wasn't sure he hadn't just mouthed the words. 

When he went back to wrap me in the warm wetness of his mouth, | couldn't hold off. | froze in ecstasy, 


moans stuck in my throat. He kept sucking until | came down from my high. Then he licked a trail up my body 
to my mouth. | could taste myself on him, and when he gripped the back of my neck, pulling me into his chest, 


| never wanted him to let go. 
As | drifted off to sleep, | heard him whispering in my ear. 


"| love you so much, Allu. You're so beautiful..so beautiful..you did so good tonight” He kissed my shoulder and 


pulled me closer. 


"| love you Janne." | murmured, before succumbing to unconsciousness. 


